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(overview)

(in a nutshell)

Lost home(s) due to his (unknown to me, at the time) hard drug use, had to rent room(s) from strangers, but he knew, sort of. 

Things got steadily worse and worse, I endured intense abuse in a variety of forms, but not physical.

Tried to help him and get him help, nothing worked.

Someone helped me make him leave, and I was alone there.

I had no money.

The walls closed in on me.

Other people came and went in that place.

I was isolated, trying to maintain my Christian walk. 
Pretty much stayed in my room all the time.
No transportation, just my two feet, that had only been walking again since Jan. 2020. He gave me strength again just in time! I had only been up and walking again for a few weeks, when we had to move the first time.

I had been dependent on him all that time, he took good care of me, helped me with everything when I was in that wheelchair.
I was content and happy during that time, before he got hooked on cocaine.

I spent the last year terrified.

There's lots more, but nothing I can write about, really.

My feet and legs work again, but my mind is still unstable, that never changed, and living in my safe cocoon with him (pre-drugs) shielded me from the world, and from addressing the increasing problems in my brain.

The people who we rented rooms from didn't know or understand/care, really... about my compromised head, because it doesn't show on the outside. Not up front. It was extremely stressful for me, and I never felt more alone in my life.
In a different state. No friends or family. It had to be that way. God has pruned me, I am alone in this world. I thank Him for it. My difficulties and challenges have helped so much, kept me from living an easy life. That would've ruined me for sure.

Towards the end I dropped to my knees and literally begged God to deliver me out of that situation. Overnight, He answered, and I was "air lifted" the very next day, to the place I now call home.

I'm trying to process these things without dwelling too much, it's a fine line when it comes to mental health. As a Christian, I know the pitfalls of being too introspective, and to be on guard for yucky residual effects, after a period of great stress/loss. I know to forgive, to grieve, let go, move on. So it's not so much the circumstances and events that happened, but it's what has happened to my head as a result, more breaking that I honestly could not afford to take. 

I'm getting help now, and I've decided that my mind is just the way God made it (just fine )for a reason. It's nothing for me to be ashamed of, and if anyone is judgemental towards me, either to my face, or behind my back, that's their problem, not mine. 

I was born with this mind, and nobody knows the burdens I've had to carry with it, all along. Uphill. How hard it's been. But, it's been my own unique battle, and challenge. Don't we all have some? Don't we all have certain obstacles that are unique to us? I'm not alone, it just feels that way.

I still can't make lasting connections, I will change my number/email/whatever, just as soon as any sort of close connection forms. Getting help for that. 

My brain seems to be fragmented further. To the point of it feeling like I'm using a different brain entirely. As if I rented a different mind. Where is mine? It comes and goes. It's here, now. That's why I'm writitng.

God have mercy on me.

My short term memory is broken.

My thoughts and words are disconnected,

but...I'm happy. No, really. I have peace. That's God. He's allowing me to go through this, in His loving hands. There's nowhere I'd rather be. I'd rather be a broken mess in His hands, than a perfectly-put-together success, in my own strength. 

I don't know where this is all going. I can say, I've experienced my fair share of trauma in this life. It doesn't matter. It's become normal to me. 

I might find myself all better, back to normal soon, or not. It's up to God. I'm His. 

So, if I go absolutley bonkers, and can't say anything sane anymore, let me just say this --
Look to Jesus. Follow Him. Choose the narrow path. 


love,
Amy

